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. \ . W If Flora ever geta
(nything, she scems 1o turn
i0 & sort of human fortress, and
| the king's horses and ail the
make much of an im-

—*
)

e

vet it was through this
Fl

ra came (0 marry Al-

Flora's aunt, and I
There isn't any harm
heard Flora tell It

-

v her life before Flora
1, though she was real good-
considerably well-to-do. 1
hy the young men didn’t
h about her; perhaps one
never seemed to care
perhaps another was,
acted kind of settled
1t isfled Flora's eyes were
ring aroynd in search of hus-
. used Yo sit as straight as
a gun It eting, and never turn her head
But . she didn't have to, to see the
He was the one she married.

he used to look at him just to
rmon, and she never hung be-
eting 1o see him, Bor had
ns of ~onscience that she need-
for, like a good many

them,;

always

5 al advice
women in the village. She just kept right
on HOT OwWn Way When he came L0

on her, she turned the mats and the
and the pictures, and her apron,
as she did for other callers, that she
wasn't real intimate with, but that was
all. She'd sit and walk with him as calm
as a clock

You see

W

this habit that Flora had of
turning things to keep them nice made
a lttle talk in the village, though
wasn't the woman who was a
housekeeper, who did that. 1 know
s of women, now, who never have thelr
gnats right side out, unless they hav
particular company, but Flora carried
# good deal farther. Why, I've been into
Flora's house when there was hardly
single thing that was right side out. She
had a new carpet in her parlor, and she
put that down wrong side out to begin
ith, because it had & blue color on the
side, that she was afrald would
:, and all her mats were turned, with
e gewed ridges of the braiding showing,
the pictures, all back-to, and the
s, and the table-cloth, and Flora's
on. She was very thrifty, and a splen-
! housckeeper. Some sald she was the
housekeeper in the village. She
bear a speck of dust or anything
f place, the dishes in her buttery

| to look as if they were fairly grown
the shelves. She used to keep the
s wrong slde out, or rather bottom

quite
she
n

10t

only

oL

it

n't
couldn’t

the

and the

cups and saucers turned over,
covers of the vegetable dishes,
t in the wrong way.
Flora
F.

#e
had

en

Mrs, C

a particular caller,

Yike
wom
t v around and
tly her house set high, and she could see
a long way down the road, and had some
time, but anyway she had to work quick.
I've been in there when she spled some-
body coming, and helped her. The way
we would whop ever those mats, and the
tablecloth and the tidles, and the way
we'd clap over those pletures, and George
Washington would loom up, and Daniel
Webster, and a little vase of flowers in
pencil that Flora had done when she went
o scheel, and Flora's mother's portrait,
was a caution. Sometimes I used to think
she was dreadful slily to make herself so
much trouble. I used to tell her that
there wasn't any need of her being so
careful of things, that she had enough to
wuy new ones when those gave out, hut
she wouldn't listen to me.

“T've always done it,” she would say,
as If that settled {t.

“Good lend, Flora,” Y sald once, “it's
ucky you haven't always stolen, and com-
mitted murders, and dr:nk, because I do
believe you'd think that was reason
enough to go right on, and make it good
and respectable.,” But she couldn't see
any sense in my looking at it that way.
A pérson with such a will as Flora hardly
ever knows it, the not knowing it makes
the will last, I guess,

Well, she kept on living wrong side out,
and upside down, to save things, and it
scemed Lo get worse and worse. I remem-
er once 1 asked her why she didn't walk
0 her head so as to save her shoes,
he felt real sort of hurt about it.
was wearing her stockings one cide out
e day, and the other the next, because
he thought they would wear better, and
that made me think of it

Finally people began to whisper thay

minister, Mr. Albert Eddy, was call-

and |
She |

le up, the plates all piled on their faces, |
the covers of sugar bowl and teapot
]

Belton, who is the richest |
1 in town, or the minister, she used |
straighten things. Luek- '

i
!
i
|

!
has always had a temperor | minister has to think of that more than

other men,

It came to the day before Christmas,
jand he hadn’t called on ber for six
months, bui that afternoon 1 was In
Flora’s house, and I saw him coming
down the road. He thought he ought to
call, and he made up his mind to make &

the way he had planned.

short formal ‘call, but it didn'y come out |

from the pui entered the
walting-room.

. evening, Mr. Sims Reeves,” he
said.

l(i.inod evening, my :n.” replied t?‘e vo-
calist, getting ready the mrz P

“They tell me you earn a heap of
money,” he remarked.

“OhY" murmured Mr. Reeves.

“And yet” pursued the er.
don't work hard. Not so hard as I do, for
instance. But | dessay you @ern—praps
ten times what I do—eh?”

“What do you earn?’ asked the singer.

“Eighteen shillings a week all the year
round,” said the porter.

SBims Reeves opened his chest: “Do, re
mi—do!" he sang, the last note being 2
ringing top note. “There, my man, there's
your year's salary gone™

BROTHER GARDNER'S LECTURES.

He Is Down on Cake Walks and Gives
's Reason Why.

“What T want to speak to yo' about dis
ecavenin',” said the president of the Lime-
kiln Club after the regular business of the
meeting had been disposed of, “am in re-
gard to cakewalks. T'ze bin informed dat

4 rah . who him
an ol "“im' recognized

When I saw him coming I turned to!ssrtin members of dis club hev got to-

Flora, and I sald, “Flora, 1 guess Mr.
Eddy is coming.”

| gedder an’ planned out a cakewalk fur ev-
| #ry Saturday night doorin’ de winter, an’

She turned pale, then a beautiful color | I want it known right yere an’ now dat

came inte her cheeks.
“let him come.”

I jumped up and began to turn the
™ALS over as usual, and she jumped up
tco. but she just grabbed my arm to stop
me Instead of golng to work herseif.

“Don't,” sald she, “I don't want them
turned over,”

“Why don't you, Flora® sald L

“Because I don't,” sald she.
want them turned over.”

“Nor the plctures, either? said 1.

“Weil,” sald she,

“1 don't

thing.

All the time she was talking she was
pulling off her dress-skirt,
into it again wrong side out, and put on
her apron again wrong side out.

I stared at her. “My land, Fiora,”
I, “are you gone crazy

“No,” sald she, I have not, but there
shan’t be any more talk about deception,
and If he thinks 1I'm odd, he ghall get the
full brunt of it,”
and Flora went to the door with her head
Ligh, switching along that wrong-side-out
and that apron., When she came in
she did look ridiculous. All the seams of
her skirt showed the overcasting, and
there was the drab cambric facing.

&

said

£k

I saw the minister looking at {t with the |

strangest look I ever saw on a man's
face. He looked ag if he wanted to burst
right out laughing and yet he looked sort
of admiring. I didn't know what to think
of him or her. There were all the pic-
tures with their board-sides out, and the
table cloth showing the long stitches, it
was one that Flera had worked herself,
and all the tidies wrong. Flora talked
aiong just as easy as if everything was all
right.

It seemed to me that I never saw Flora
look 80 handsome, her cheeks were blaz-
ing, and her eyes like black stars. Pres-
ently she says: “Oh, Mr. Exddy, you have
never seen my house! I have heard you

“No."” sald she. “Nor the tidles nor any- |

Then she got |

Then the door-bell rang |

I'm opposed to de idea. I'm opposed to it
on gineral grounds an' not bekase I'm
down on amusements. 1 dunno who in-
| vented de cakewalk. but T reckon it was a
| white man who wanted to make fules of
{all de niggers, men an’ women alike.
| Hevin' heard a heap about sich entertain-
ments an’ nebber hevin' 'tended one, {
went to Watermillyon Hall de odder
eavenin' as an onlooker.

“What was de fust spectacle dxzt greeted
my eyes? Heaps an’ heaps of cull'd folks
all dressed in deir Sunday clothes an’
{L win' an’ grinnin’ like s0 many monkeys.
Dar wasn't 'nuff dignity in ail dat crowd
to jump a cat ober de alley fence. One
of de fust pussons my eyes lighted on
was our Pickles Smith. He dun come to
me de day befo’ dat cakewalk to borry 8
to git shoes fur his chii'en, but he had
used de money to buy a yaller necktie an’
a dimun pin to show him off. While his
ole wife was at de washtub an' groanin’
wid de backache an’ his chil’ren couldn’t
go outdoahs fur de want of shoes Pickles
was squirtin' around like a young man of
twenty an' tellin' how cakewalks had bin
de szalvashun of America,

“One of de pussons who contested fur
de cake was our Samuel Shin. Look at
him ober dar. He sits all humped ober,
as if a house had fell on to aim. Two
days befo’ dat nonsense he come ober to
my house an borryed a dollar to git medi-
cine fur his rheumatiz. He limped in both
legs an’ couldn't straighten his back. My
i dollar went fur blue suspenders an' a

freckled shirt, an' from de way he twisted
| hissef around I couldn't believe he ever

had a pain or an ache. A plan fifty y'ars
‘old ought to hev some dignity, no matter

“An our Waydown Bebee was dar.
Brudder Bebhee didn't come to me to borry
| any money, but it ain’t ober a week since

what his color, but Samuel! was playin’
de fule as bad as de young folks of fif-
teen.

are interested in old houses and old fur- | his wife was tellin’ me dat he had con-

ni
Ol
furniture,
them?”

Of course he couldn't do any less than
say he would, and we all rose up to go, I
knew if Flora was golng to show him the
house, she would want me to stay.

Well, Ficra took him into the kitchen,
and there was everything wrong side out,
and bottom side up, down to the broom
Flora called attention to that. “I always
take palns to set my broom with handle
end down,” said she, “otherwise it wears
out dreadfully.”

She took him into the buttery, and there
were all the upside down dishes, She had
baked some pies that morning, and they
were upside down in their plates. “If the
bottom crust gets the afr, they keep long-
er” said Flora. I stared at her, for I
}j:ul never heard of such a thing, but I
didn’t say a word. T began to think that
she had been expecting that he might
call, and getting everything ready, that it
was all cut and dried, and I guess it was.

She took him all over the house; in the
chambers, ail the bed-spreads were on
wrong side out, and even the looking-
¥lasses hung faces to the wall. esui't
have the sun shinin
Flora, “it spoils 1t."

and I have some fine old pleces of

Wouldn't you like to see

deepen and deepen.

the wrong side of the knots showing and
the carpet wrong side out, and the mats,
and the covers on the bureau and stand,
and the looking-glass face to the wall,

er drawings, and the other a hair wreath

:ho- made when she was a young girl.
The curtains had the wrong side to the

That whole room looked as if it were

rre. and this is over a hundred years | Sumpshun an' couldn't work no mo’. She

Ir(—ckone-i dat one of his lungs was clean
| gone an’ de odder pullin’ hard on de hal-
| ter to break away an’' follow arter, an’ 1
had laid away fo' bushels of taters to help
{ him frew de winter. Yes; Brudder Bebee
was dar, an’ he was twistin’ an’ dodgin’
an' grinnin' an’ enjoyin’ de occashun 'bout
fo'teen times mo' dan a eamp meetin’. He
was workin’ harder dan as if he bad an
ax in hiz hand, an’' I believe dat he an’ his

| partner cum mighty nigh takin' de prize

fur bein’ de two higgest fules on de floah.
It am needless to add dat dem fo’ bushels
of taters won't find deir way to his cabin
dis winter.

“As I cast my eyes ober de crowd I
also obsarve Sorghum Johnson. Three
days ago I met him gwine into a pawn-
shop wid some beddin’, an' he told me a
woeful tale "bout sickness an' hard luck.
De money he got fur dat beddin’ went into
a pair of shiny shoes, an’ dem shiny shoes
was jest slingin’ deirselves all ober de

!

1
i
i

and the two pictures, one of Flora's flow- |

|
|
{

room, and 1 declare 1If even the chairs| White's
weren't tipped up, and faced to the wall, | year.

hail like a cat walkin’ on a hot stove.
“An’ I noticed Kumfurt White in de
thickest of de crowd. 'Bout two weeks
ago Brudder White come ober to my
cabin one eavenin’' an’' gin me to under-
stand dat he had sebenteen sorts cof dis-

g on the glase,” says | ecses an’ was not long fur dis world. He

wanted me to promise dat he should hev

The minister followed after her, and |4 headboard at his grave an’ dat 1 would
that queer look on his face seemed mlsend his bereaved an’

grief-stricken
fam'ly a gallon of soft soap an’ a bushel

We had got around to the spare cham- | of turnips. I hev bin waitin’ eber since to
ber, and it was a sight; an old-fashioned | War dat de grim destroyer had carried
knotited counterpane on the bed, with all | him off, an' my surprise at seein’ him

present de odder night was as great as
dat of de man who runs agi'n a sleepin’
hog on de sidewalk. Yes; Kumfurt was
right in de swim an’ had fo'gotten all
about his sebenteen diseases, an’ de ruby
ring on his finger nchber cost less’'n seb-
enty cents, I has got turnips an’ soft soap
in de cellar, but dey am not fur Brudder
grief-stricken fam'ly—not dis

“] am one who belleves dat all men an’

backing off out of sight as fast as it | women must hev social enjoyment an’ air

couid go.

mouth bagin to twitch, then as
couldn’t hold out a minute

it
longer,

he

ing pretty often on Flora, and I joked her |

about it a little,

She

» when

Larnd, here he Is now, Flora,” said 1.

blushed and didn't |
15 If she minded, and that very after- |
we were sitting there in the !
or 1 saw him coming down the road. |

|

¢ didu't say anything, but she cnlurml‘l

sort of laughed, and then we both be- |

i 1o fly around to turn things right side
ut. Flora
Wung around

the
1t side

the pictures, and oy the
rbell rang everything was
except Flora's apron. sShe

did

out

Rad clean forgotten that. When she came
with the minister, I eaw right
“way that she had it on wrong side out,
i was ruffled, too, and that made it
v ! rose up when the minister came
1‘ thought 1 wouldn't be in the way,

ted to leave and not tell her aboyut
Uit arfterward. So I tried 1o catch
iand make a meotion toward. it
tie minister was asking afier my
and my sisters, but I couldn't man-
* went out, but I hadn't more than

door, before it opened, and Flora
vutl after me. “Good land,
«d, "l forgot to turn my
liad to tell him that 1 had a
“d 0 send to Aunt Susan;

in the sitting-room so
20 bad All the time she
that, she was
out.
0t notice,” sald she.
fie dida’t; men ain't apt

U slde

ia

low

W read it before, and I

« and besides 1 don't like

re WA b with such a fimsy sort
Woalweys seemed 10 me worse
& rig
Out. i at .'m out.
g 8k e Albert Eddy went home
9 _‘ id he didn't come again.
) i

out

somebody had been
ke

pt

her things
that had
ng away than her

Hd, that came right back
Low ridiculous he thought
1 I began to think i1t was all

whopped over the mats, and 1 |

tpron. I knew she would feel awt‘ul-l

|

just doubled up with it. I never thought
Le could laugh ro. Flora looked at him,
her mouth twitching, «s if she wouldn't
give in, then she couldn’t help it, and she
laughed, too.

I went downstairs, It suddenly came
to me they might have an understanding.
I went off home without saying a word.

1 went over there again the next morn-
ing, for 1 must say 1 was a little curtous

“What made you run off so last night?”

says Flora, but she looked as if she was |
I didn't answer her !

g'ad enough I did
for a minate, 1 was so struck. I couldn't
think what had come to the house. Then
I saw everything was right side out.
T'here was the sun pouring in on the car-
pet, and (¢ mats, and the picturcs, and
el\'owbrytmr.g, and Flora had on her apron
right,

) he |
burst into one great roar of laughter, He |

| case am different.

made better fur it, but it grieves me to

All of a sudden 1 saw the minister’s | see either white or black folks make fules

of deirselves an’ pay an entrance fee to
boot. A cakewalk am tomfule nonsense.
1t might do well "nuff fur boys an' gals,
but when grown up folks go into it de
It would be jest as
sensible to play leapfrog or to stand on
vo'r head 'longside de wall. I ain’t got de
power to stop 'em, an’ I can’'t prevent
members of dis club from attendin’ "em,
but I'm gwine to say to yo' dat de next
nigger who borrys money of me to fule
away on a cakewalk has got to be nailed
to de airth or I suall trip him ober wid a
crash.

“Dar was a time when de hull cull'd
race was treated as chil'en an’ amused as
chil'en, but dat time has passed. We's
grow;d up an’ progressed an’' am suppos-
ed to hev' mo' dignity dan a monkey on a
hand-organ. 1 ain't gwine to do no
shoutin' at yo', an’ dis kentry ain’t gwine
to splinters if yo' decide to keep up dese
cakewalks. I'ze jest bin givin' yo' my in-

“For the land sakes, Flora,” said |, | dividual opinyun, an’ 1 jest want to add

“who's coming?”’

“Nobody just yet that 1 know of,” says

| Flora, She blushed all over her face and

take thet beok of Fansy's |
l |

|
| going to keed things right side out after

Fald some things, nnally, |

(ying on |
|
|
|
ed it, and he thought |

tsehood, for he looked |
and saw [ didn't have |

neck.

“1 don't know but the minister and his
mother will come to supper, as long as
ft's Christmas,” says she in a minute,
“and 1'd be happy to have you come over,
too."

“Then von are going to——?" says L

“Yes, I suppose 80," says Flora.

“But he isn't coming till afternoon,”

says 1, looking at the pictures and the | fourtean vears he was in Congress. While

| this i¢ a very large number, yet it is no |

mats again,

“l krow that,” sald Floma, *but I'm
this. 1 got up this morning at 4 o'clock
and turned the parlor carpet. 1 had my
way yeslerday, but this morning I've
given it to him for a Christmas present.”
(Copyright, 1908, Daily Story Publishing Company.)

Two Different Poinis of View,
From the Aibany Fost.

the woodshed Jast night,” said the
rpokesman of the party

“Yes," replled the indignant
“the youngster played hookey
school, ate up two jars of his mother's
jam, tumbled his little sister out of her
high chair, and tried to build a bonfire in
the barn.'

“No matter,” returned the spokesman;
“it is government without the consent of
the geverned, and we cannot permit ft."

“Resides that,” went on the indignant

parent,

| parent, “he broke three windows in your

tasemoent.”

“What!" eried the spokesman; “is he
the boy who did that? Why, he ought to
be licked within 2n inch of his life! I'd
like to have the handling of him for &
day or #o and I'd teach him to behave
Limself.”

“Put government
sent—"'

*“]s a theory, nothing but a theory—a
measly little impossible theory!™

without the con-

Oue of Sims Heeves' Stories,

From the London Mainly About People.
A favorite story of the late Sims Reeves

! tells how the famous tenor was stranded

. r it always has seemed to |
L, d s o “,; ‘n an begins to make fun
e n Lis the end of his affee-
‘I"m g v':. !:u.."n.- I had always
g - s . of Fiora, and 1 hated
o o : . W4 nothing before her
Y G age. Buat all the time |
nly. & I used 19 sit In meeting and
l' and I saw his eyes

of himsel!l to Piora sitting

alen. OKILE a8 handsome as :
pssistaly SNt as young aas some,
fon v myself that §f 1 didn't
| heput I should think he was |

; ‘, HE over bis Uking lur!

', ! l loubt whatever that
ot B He told me so
‘ ¢ had come to

eccentrie,

and |
clpmeet. And ll

at a country junction, walting for a train,
It was cold and miserable, and the singer
was naturally not in the best of tempers,
While chewing the cud of disappointment

|

dat If yo' feel yo' must make fules of
vo'rselves onee in a while or bust it would
be far casier an' cheaper an' mo' to de

| eredit of de race to sit on de cellar stairs

i

i

{

from !

in de darkness an’ bob about an' grin at
de empty tater bin. Dat's all I've got to
say, an’ we will now blow out de lamps
an’ break de meetin' in two."”

My, MeKinley's Cigar Bill,

From the Philadelphia Record.
President MeKinley has a record of pur-
chasing 37000 cigars of one brand in the

more than a great many men smoke in the

|

-~ Three Foolish Old Boys.

BY LYDIA FELICIA PERKINS

The Banker, the Real Estate Magnate,
and the Merchant sat smoking their ci-
gars together two evenings before Christ-
mas at the Three Score Club. They had
reached their three score and something
over; sagacious, prospercus fnanclers,
who kad never done a foolish thing, and
were grizzled and dignified. As their eyes
waxed filmy over the good eigars, the
Banker suddenly chuckled to himself. The
other two raised their eyes to him, but as
he still chuckled, and began shaking his
head, for sympathy his cronles began to
chuckle, too.

“Lord, Lord, what a boy I used to be,”
he muttered, “what a happy, graceless
little devil!™

“That you were,” the Merchant agreed
heartily.

“What an unregenerate lot we were”
the Real Estate Magnate chinked in.
“Poor as mice,” he added slowly, The
others nodded.

“You remember, Dan,” resumed the
Banker, addressing the Merchant, “you
lived on the next farm, and farms were
few and far between. ’'Gene, there”
filnging a gesture at the Real Estate Mag-
nate, “he starved over in the town. Lord,
do you remember the unholy bates of
country grub he used to take on when
we'd have 'im out for the Christmas holi-
days? Speaking of Christmas—" They
all drew closer. “Boys,” said the Bank-
er, tremulously, “ I'd he willing to swell
the majority right now if I could be as
happy as I was as a boy—a youngster
there on the farm.”

The eyes of the other two grew more
filmy, and they said solemnly: 'That’s so,
Jack.”

The Merchant ashed his cigar careful-
ly, and said in a low voice, the others
hanging on his words:

“Poor a8 we were; yes. But to see the
yvellow evening closing in. The day be-
for Christmas! Mother used to discover
the kindlings were out, or the stock not
fed, or the henhouses left unlocked, and I
knew she wanted me out of the way
while she crowded my stocking full of
goodies. Time was—" his voice fell still
Jower, and his eyes brighiened, as with
moisture, “when I believed in old Santy.”

“Right you are,” came the husky chorus.

“Yes, and mother used to tell me If I
looked, Santy wouldn't leave me any-
thing, and I always believed mother—I be-
Heve in her still.”

The three financiers unaffectedly wiped
their eyes, and loudly blew their noses.

The Real Estate Magnate was the first
to brave an interruption. “Then the day
before Christmas here would come one of
you boys with a big, green wagon, and
two big, jumping horses. You'd say you
had come in for some groceries, but I was
always packed in. Boys, I won't be any
happier going through the golden gates
then I used to be when we went through
the big farm gates Christmas Eve when
we were youngsters. There, Dan, don't
you remember your mother standing in
the kitchen door, with her apron ‘reund
her head, telling us to hurry and feed
tha horses, 'cause the buckwheat would
fall. Then we'd come into the kitchen,
hungry and cold, and wash out at the
gink, throwing water over one another,
getting boxed for it. Then your blessed
mother, knowing boys never got enough
to eat in the towns, piling the good things
on me.” :

*“You haven't forgot the real maple sirup
that went with the buckwheat,” Dan put
in eagerly.

“Nor the real
supplied excitedly,

Then they drew back with unanimous
laughter:

“We were back there, sure enough,”
Jack said wistfully.,

“l1 have an idea.”

“Yes, Dan.” They ciosed around again.

He pawed at his thinaing hair, looked
sheepishly at the eager faces, then blurt-
ed out boldly: “Well, suppose we try a
bluff at it again?”

“Yes?" in mystification.

“Well, you know? Play at being boys
again just this Christmas. Don’'t you
know? Go back to the farm, and just
act up to the thing. You see my old moth-
er is living. Somehow the years have
gone by so, and maybe I've overlooked
mother. 'Course you know I've sent her
things, but looked like I couldn't pull up
and run down there. Boys, this thing
'ld give her a new lease of life.” You
wouldn’t mind playing the fool just once,
would you?"

He looked pleadingly at their red, work-
ing faces. .

“You blasted prodigal,” the Real Es-
tate Magnate ejaculated in a hoarse veice,
“Neglecting toat dear, old mother of
yours. If you'd never remembered your
mother, you'd know what it was to have
one. Why, man, I'd go to the end of the
world if I had to crawl to see your moth-
er again, who used to mother a mother-
iess boy.” He glared at the penitent Mer-
chant.

“I second the motion,” the Banker chim-
ed in. ¢

country butter,” Jack

They left the city next morning, and it
was an hour by sun when they got out of
the train, and found the big farm wagon
waiting for them.

They were calling out to one ancther
about famillar landmarks as they passed
along, and Dan jumped down and swung
open the old farm gates before the driver
could. The other old boys waited till he
could meet his mother alone, then came
bustling in and were hugged by the old
lady.

She entered into the spirit of the thing
s0 thoroughly that each one felt a boy
when she sent Jack off to shake down
fodder for the horses, Dan to lock the
hen-house, and 'Gene to split the kind-

lirgs. He was so thoroughly imbued with |
his part that wkan he mashed his finger |

with the hatchet, he £pat out a byword
rot thought of ‘n forty vears—"Gol darn
it Ther there was the old mother stand-
ing in the lighted kitchen door calling
them into supper.

Surely that was the old sink, and here '

they were spiuttering and throwing the
water over one another, and the mother
scolding at them, Then the same smoking
cekes, country butyer,
maple syrup which were pressed on them,
the mother declaring that town boys
never get enough to eat. And, maybe,
something in the frash, country air, or
the old assoclations gave them appetites
they had lost when they jeft the farm.
After supper they popped corn in the
old way, and listened to ghost stories told
by the mother; and felt the same old
thrilling fear of dancing shadows in dark

same period, as it averages but seven ci- | corners, and thought with a shiver of the

gars a day ; :
custom in handling his cigars. During his

Mr. McKinley had a pecullar | unexplored blackness+under the bed.

Promptly at 9 o'ciock the mother rose

| service in Congress he always bought| and ordered them to bed. They tried to
| them by the box, le.ving the box at the | peep into the kitchen where their stock-
stand from which all his purchases were | ings were hung, but the mother told them

made. It was a convenlent place for him
to call by to get a bundle of cligars, either
in the morning or the evening. He had

“\We heard you whipping your boy in ( no tendency toward making changes in

the brand he smoked. He chose a good
one and stuck to it, though since he left
Congress and while he has been in the
White House, he has not patronized the
same cigar, probably simply because it
was not as convenient two y it

THEN AND Now.

s Asron 1400, a medieval boy,
S il you what I'd like 5o well to know:
How far the moon Is from: us, the sun's dlameter,
“And how one may predict the rain and snow!
I'd like to know tae reasss for the lightaing in
t ky.

W.‘.n:‘.n'-lu the veean tides to rise and fall;

Why, when you let & body drep, it quickly falis to
re

R,
Au.-u the world we live ¢u 2an really be s ball!
Oh, I'd go to school and study every minute in the

Aoy
For li’l such curious knowledge how I'd strive!
it 1 could u!y'hkr.aw these things''--he gave &
troubled sigh—
«74 really be the happiest boy alive!”

But Willle 1900 sald (a presest cuztury bay),
] wish I'd lived five undred years ago;
This spending time in schoolrcoms—ch, 1 woulda't
ve %o do,
li'or.:mn these things they cidn’t have to know'
s a nuisance reading history—they dida't have
much then,
And as for sclepce—my, ‘twas jolly fun,
For there wasn't electricity or sound for boys to
learn
Th discoverers veren't born—or hardly one!
I'd like to live as boys did ten hundred years ago,
For they Fid nothing eise to do but
If there wasn't anythisg (9 leam, Bor more

they had then,
My woulls't | be happy every dav!

~=Youll's Companion.

jout of bed and roused his companions, |

that Santy wouldn't leave them anything
if they saw him, and so to bed.

When the first gray streaks of morning |

showed through the windows, Dan hopped

but they grunted and settled for anoum"
nap.

Both roused with indignant snorts a few
minutes later when they were deuched in
the face with ice water.

“Gol" darn ¥'," "Gene spluttered, hurl-t
i

ing his pollow harmlessly.

“You chicken thief,” Jack howeld. Then
there was a shadow through the dim
light, and Dan was nursing his jaw from
a stinging slap.

“Up to it again, are ¥'?" his mother de-
manded, and was gone. Then there was
taunting laughter, and they pitched fnto
their clothes and rdghed to the kitchen.

The stockings were plethorie, Jack
plunged into his.

Gee whiz! Marbles, a twist of molasses
candy, a Barlow knife, a ball of twine,
strangely dear to the boy heart, and g
hunk of ginger bread.

Meanwhile Dan had rifled his, ang
drawn forth a jumping-jack, & six-bladed
knule, maple sugar cakes, and a large, red
apple

While 'Gene reveled over a knife with
four blades, and a cork-screw attachment,
a gaudy top, and a big orange.

‘As they compared their gifts and dis-
puted over values, the mother sat by the
fire and laughed tiil she cried, then sil
of the three old boys kissed her, and she
bung on the neck of each, and bless you

and home-made |

if all did not cry together like children.
But they began laughing again, and were
hustied out to do the morning chores, to

who locked on this amiable idiocy with
contempt.
A breakfast mother read the chap-

terward made the boys go te church
while she looked after the dinner.

They were all tired out physically, but
not one of them would have showed it
for a fcrtune. They tbrew rocks on their
way back from church, and 'Gene almost
sprained his fat, white wrist, an® Jack's
shoulder was sore to the touch, arl Dan
bad bruised his thumb.

When they got ready to go Rack to the
city that evening the mother put her
arms around as much of them as she
could, and said:

“Boys, 1 haven’t been as happy in forty

"

And they 21l agreed to the same.

“Just my boys again™ she went on,
lcoking into their wrinkled, worldly faces
with dim eyes, “Ged bless you all!” Then
she followed them out to the gate, and
called cheerily after them as they stum-
bled blindly toward the big wagon:

“Come again next year."”

And they echoed huskily, waving their
hats

“Next year.”

* And the three fooiish old boys sat
humped up on the car seats, tired out, re-
luctantly allowing their boyhood to slip
back into the past.

ARIZONA KICKLETS.

Mrs. John Agnew wishes us to correct
the statement that her husband was
drunk when killed by a bear on North
Creek the other day. We do so with great
cheerfulness. He had an empty quart
bottie beside him, and was evidently lying
down when attacked, but we never let
trifies stand in our way in rendering an
apology.

An anonymous letter informs us that
for a Christmas present we will receive a
$i0 coffin and a new-made grave. The
writer of the letter seems to be a man
who does not love us, but if his presents
arrive they will be taken in and duly ad-
mired and appreciated.

Our little affair with Col. Hop» the oth-
er day has been greatly magnified by our
malicious contemporary. The colonel came
(o our office to borrow $. As he already
owed us $50 borrowed money, we declined
to lend him any more, and in order to get
rid of him, we had to throw him through
a window. There was no shooting, ne
excitement, no hard feelings. We just
pitched him out, and that was all

Six of our Texas subscribers stopped
their Kicker last week because we re-
fused to pitch into Mexico and get up a
war. It is our alm to please our sub-
scribers as far as possible, but we can’'t
go too far in it. We have nothing in par-
ticular against Mexico and must decline
to pick a fuss.

An item in our columns last week stat-
ed that Mrs. Gen. Deyo, of this gulch,
wag formerly a ballet girl in the East
The idea was to increase her social pres-
tige here at home; but as she and her
husband have filed vigorous objections,
we make our humble apology and trust
that she was a leading lady instead of a
ballet girl.

Joe Crowley, of the Royal Prker Rooms
was idiot enough to put up a mirror 20
feet long and 4 feet wide behind his bar
the other day. It had not been in plac.
twenty minutes before half a dozen men
were shooting at their reflected mugs,
and Joe was $150 out of pocket. Giveadam
Gulch is feeling the tremble of civiliza-
tion, but it wiil be ten years before bar
mirrors will be safe from bullets.

We have the names of at least three
critters in this town who are hankering
for our job as postmaster and are wait-
ing to see us bounced. We are in love
with the job and intend to hold on to fit,
and if there is anybody In this territory
who can beat us at pulling wires and
mending fences, we will doff our hat to
him when ke has vs on our back.

ter about the Babe at Bethlehers, and af-| o

:?"m::.: ot N E ':‘u‘a..."‘“‘.,‘ .?‘;{;f
t0 a tallow chandler on noe‘;emf

; 8 speech wae A
however, with peals of laughter, and his
nfmnbﬁ;nu-:;&:nﬂz
iﬁoﬁhﬂ

te to Lord Salisbury

the obvious uneasiness of the hired man, | was

He Tells How He Worked a Blaff and
Made a Stake.

They ecall me the C. 0. D. tramp because
it's always cash on delivery with me—
that is, I deliver my tale of misfortune
and expect the cash to follow. Never
crowd myself in among gentlemen uniess
strongly urged, and never afiliate with
other tramps when I can find a straw
stack for myself. Consider myself a good
deal of an aristocrat, and when collared
by the police I fall back upon my blue
blood and dignity instead of making a
squeal. Have been sent to jail a score of
times for vagrancy, but have always
emerged with new aims and ambitions
and my moral standard as bright as ever.
Have now and then filled positions of

trust—that is, the chief of police or sheriff

trusted me to get outstde the ceunty lines

within two hours, and I have always done

my level best to accomplish the feat and
prove the stanchness of my principles.

A county jail or a state house of correc-
tion is not always a bad thing to take,
providing his honor doesn't make the
visit too long—gives a traveling gentle-

man frequent chances at the bathtub and |
an excelsior mattress, and the change of |

diet always braces him up; certain cure
for sore feet, and after a gentleman has
had the burs and thistles scraped off his
back and got the weeds and straw out
of his hair he feels more like picking up
the classics agaln. Officials of a prison
don’t always recognize an aristocrat at
first sight and treat him accordingly, but
I have never paid a second visit to an
institution of the sort without being more
or less gladly welcomed.

I was hanging about Philadelphia the
other week and making more or less of
a success of my C. O. D. system when 1
meets up with a catosh young man one
evening. I could te!l that he belonged to
the swagger set while he was yet half 2
block away. He had the look of a young
man with a rich papa, a loving mother,
and a mouth for champagne, I stops him
and begins my little story, which in-
cludes thirtecn misfortunes and a chunk
of ingratitude as big as a house, when
he cuts In with:

“Stow it, cully. Where was you born?”

“In the lap of luxury,” says I

“How was you brought up?’

“On an allowance of $00 & month.”

“Where's your palace car?”’

“Switched off and left behind.”

“And your valet?”

“Dropped dead of heart disease the oth-
er day, and I'm afraid I can't £ill his
place.”

“Look here, cully,” he goes on, breath-
ing extra diy champagne all over the
biock and taking up a milllon-dollar atti-
tude, “I think I knows a dilapidated gen-
tleman when I sees one.”

‘D. G. (dilapidated gentleman) hits me
to a dot,” says L

“And you've got biceps?”

“Feel and see. Reaching out for nickels
for the last fifteen years has given :ire
the muscles of a Sandow. Best thning in
the world for shoulder exercise.”

“And, being a dilapidated gentleman,
you ought to knew how to put up your
dukes.”

1 put 'em up and tapped him one, two,
three on the chin,

“Good!"” says he, “I belongs to an S.
8. 8. (swagger swell set) Club down here,
and a galoot with a lisp emashed my nose
with the gloves half an hour ago. I want
revenge, If youwll knock his eyebrows
off I'il coughupa V. Ican rulll“you in all

ou to doj m."”
ﬂ!{?"u :1?/2 {o‘;ﬂm {he chap %th the lisp,”
says 1, “but how much to bluff the whole
club room into their boots?”

“Can you do it?"

“1 think I can.”

“Lord, if you only could—if you only
could! There's a dozen husky scrappers

We made a holy show of ourself on'
Apache avenue the other day when a!
stranger got the drop on us and held a
revolver to our ear. Yes; we knelt down |
as he commanded, and we repeated the |
apol he so kindly worded for us, and
we expect to lose fifty subscribers by it. |
However, we had rather be a Jive editor
than -a dead idiot. When a man who
means shoot gets the drop on us. we are
his mutton for the time being, and don't
proﬁose being laid away in our own grave-
yard.

Mr. J. B. Willlams, our esteemed fellow-
townsman, is about to remove to Santa
Fe, N. M., to open a palace of poker and |
drinks. We have found him a square man |
on tge deal, and a connoisseur on drinks, |
and we wish him all presperity ia the new !
field to which he is going He is something
of a llar, and knows very little about a
gun, but these are faults which can be
overlooked in almost any community.

We understand that Lawyer Mosgs is
telling different parties around town that
we threatened his life last Monday. What
we did do was to visit his offiee and hold
a gun on his chin and warn him not to
pester us with any more libel suits, byt
no threats were made. Indeed, he caved
s0 quickly that no threats were necessary,
We have nothing against Lawyer Moss,
ﬁn:l hope he may live for a hundred years
yet.

! The editor of the Lone Jack Banner
| calls us a l'ar in his last issue, ard intj-
mates that we don't care to meat him
face to face. We shall be in Lone Jack
Monday afternoon, and if the editor of
| the Banner doesn't take to the woods
| half an hour before our arrival, and re-
main shivering among the bushes unti]
| we leave, we will pay over $100 to any
charity l:ie may name. He's a squirt-gun
man, and we've le

e t him live on just to

Suspicion Confirmed,
| From London Tit-Bits,
| An old gentleman, evident 2
| of statistics, but with a k!nd‘z' :m:: 2‘;:‘;
;shaded off to something like philanthropy
i about the edges, was gazing abstractedly
| @own Regent street. Suddenly he stepped
up to a gentleman who was walting for
a 'bus, and, touching him lightly on the
shoulder, =ald “Excuse me, but did ¥ou
just drop a soverelgn? holding out in
his hand the coin mentioned.
| The gentleman questioned made a hasty
search of his pockets and said: “Why,
0 I did! And I hadn't missed it!" hoid.
in';h out an eager hand,
| ¢ old man drew forth a note!
(teok his name and address, ‘:’o ku.::t
‘“’%j l;:' thought #0,” turning away,
“Well,” said the other, *do
it all as a reward?” i i
“I did not find one,” sald the ol
'“but it struck me that in a h’l:'n.;:x’
|like this there must be a !ot of money
lost, and upon inquiry I find you are the
thirty-first man who has lost a sovereign
| this very morning.”

Koew Thyselr,
| From the Household.

A teacher In one of Boston's public
schools bad Instructed her pupfls in
.m.mw-mmmamm
wishing to see how well they could re-
member, told them to each write out a |
Httle story of the human body. The fol.
ih-wlng is copled from the “story” one
| small boy banded her, with the confident
| assurance that he knew it was ail right,
| for he had studied very hard over jt:
| “The human body is divided into three
”;lm—tho heaé, the thorax, and the ab-

omen.

1
| “The head contains the braing here
'are any: the thorax contains thz-';..n

'nndthcvlulm{‘lu.au
the vowels, of w ch'm:kﬂm

ll.o,wdu,undmou-u'm,.--

i Our Plair-spaken Mr, Cheate,
From 1. N. Pord's London Letter,
The American Ambassador
his Guild Hall audience by the
with which he congratulated

there to-miht, and if you biuff ’em it's
fifteen plunks in your inside pocket.”

He dodged me into the ciub and into &
dressing-room, and when I was ready for
the ring he introduced me as his cousin,
Sam, 2’ Piusburg. I had on a pair of
eyeglasses, end my hair was brushed
over my marble ears, and I looked pro-

| fessorish. They picked out the champion

scrapper of the club to wallop me, ana
when he got into the ring he says:

“You've got your sses on.

“Of course,” says L.

“But that ain't regular.”

“I'm nighsighted and always box with
my winkers on. You go right ahead and
never mind ‘em.”

“I'll be hanged if I do!” says he, as he
crawls under the ropes.

Then they got in another chap, but he
had only pulled one glove on when he
looks over at me and sees me sitting
cross legged and a smile on my face, and
he says:

“Not any for Joe! I knows a tidal wave
when I sees it, and I don't hanker afier
six months in the hospital!”

The cawosh younamnn who had picked
me up offers 320, , $50 for anybody to
stand before me for three rounds, but the
crowd shake their heads and walt for
something easy. It was the eyeglasses,
you know—a regular ice cold bluff—and
they swallowed it down and had goose-
fleslr all over 'em.

“Peing as this crowd don’t seem to want
anything in particular of my Cousin
Sam,” says young catosh after awhile,
*“and being my Cousin Sam has three or
four important engagements on hand, I
will withdraw him till some of you think
you can box a bit.”

And as | was resuming my apparel he
slips me the 15 plunks and pats me on the
back and says:

“D. G. (dllapldated gentleman), if I
wasn't my papa's favorite son and my
mamma's joy I'd hitch up with you, and
we'd trave! together and have els of
fun. As it is, I'm stuck here, But take
vour sugar and go forth, with my blessing
hiiched behind you.”

ON THE STAIRS.

An Interrupted Proposal and an Unexpects
ed Finule.

From the Smart Set.

“It's so good of you, Miss Idoimine, to
consent to sit out this— Certainly I'l] let
you pass, Jones. Don’t mention it.

“As 1 was going to say, Miss ldoimine,
I've been trying to find a chance 1o see
you alone oh! for several centuries, it
seems to me, because I have something
very particular to tell— Oh, you want to
get down? Certainly, Jones. Can't you
find her?

“And it is awfully good of you, Miss
Idoimine, to mise this dance just for me,
and I do appreciate it, and 1 hope it au-
gurs— See here, Jones, are you gelting
pald for running up and wn  these

stairs?

“Oh, Miss Idolmine, is it really only be-
cause you are too tired to &:u:e this
tizme? Isn’'t there any other reason, just
the tinfest little bit of— Yes, confound
you! I suppose you do have to get down

in, Jones.

“Wha: I've been Jongi to say, Miss
Idolmine—Mabel—is that love— Bay,
Jones, I'll kill you if— Weil, there, ge!
on up if you have to, and stay up. darn it!

“No, Miss Idolmine—~Mabel—] must ssy
all now; I cannot stop. You must know
how 1 lout‘ou. and when you consented
to sit out this dance with me | knew |
could no longer iive in this agony of
doubt, learn from your own
sweet Bilde down the banisters if
:‘w'm got to get down, Jomes, you blast-

“Mabel, oh! Mabel, my love, my darlin
—::. I won't hush! Look up, nmmn’.
a us

BOOMVILLE HOMELETS,

Eoomville ought to have a fire depart-
meat. At the present time the enly con-
veniences for fighting the lurid destroyer
&re a stepladder and an old bucket with.
out & handle. Let us not wake up when
it is too late,

Yesterdey we were offered $27.50 In cash
for a city lot which cost us $5 in adver-
tising less than a year ago. No wonder
m :Lmoundlu towns are jealous of our

We want wood on subscription; but as
our office stove is only nineteen feet long,
we must gently request our toli-hardened
farmers not to bring in any more [uel
measuring twenty feet in length. We are
not a captious editor, but we look to the
eternal fitness of things.

We recelved a call a day or two since
i frcm Mr. Sam Norton, who lost a dollar
{ on Main stréet a few weeks sgo and has
| pot recovered it up to date. He may
| never recover it, but he has the consola-
tion of knowing that the dishonest finder
wiil not go to heaven along with the rest
of us.

It now transpires that Mr. John Gris-
cemb’s year-old baby did not swallow a
pair of scisscrs, as stated in our last
issue. What it got away with was half a
dozen tacks and a brass thimble, but the
doctor anticipates no malign results
Boomville cherubs have healthy appetites.

We are sorry to say that we missed the
item last week about & cow breaking
through the Looking Glass River bridge
and breaking her leg, but we are in time
to announce that it was her ieft hind leg
and that she {s owned by Farmer Savage.
He thinks he can amputate the leg and
| save her life.

We have information that five new
buildings will be grected iIn Boomville
next year unless another world-wide
panic sets in, and without undue exuita-
tion we ask where there is another town
in this county with such prospects ahead
of it? Come to Boomville if you want to
be in the rush,

The editor of this paper, while on his
way to the post-office the other day, was
picked off his feet and thrust head first
into an empty barre! in front of Strong's
grocery. The thruster was Abner Green,
who had oeen drinking and was in a
jokeful muod. We trust it may not e::{)-
pen again, The porition was undignitied.

Among those who remembered the
struggling but undaunted editor last
week was Mrs. Jason Willlams, She

brought us in a pound of butter and a
basket of potatoes, and could she have
seen the tears in cur wife's eyes as we
carried the luxuries home she would have
felt amply rewarded. We love to be an
editor, and we love our subscribers.

Boomville needs .—-wnterwnrks system;
but as one would cost $35,00 and she has
only $4.80 in the viillage treasury at pres-
em? ws shall not press the point. All
things come to him who waits.

It gives us satisfaction to arnounce
that it has already been decided by the
leading citizens of Boomville to celebrate
the glorious Fourth of 1901 in a fitting
manner. We have been selected to reu'd
the Declaration of Independence and have
begun practicing on it. Boomviile will
boom with the true spirit of 1776,

GETTING A WIFE ON TICK.

A Pormer Telegraph Operator’s Story of
His Courtship in Chiengo.
New York Sum.
h'?::nd my wife In an odd way,” sald
an ex-telegraph operator, who is pow a
prominent officer of a Western railroad.
“It was my third year in the railroad bust-
ness, but I had not forgotten the tick lan-
guage, and I hala room in & hotel in Chi-
cago which had a party wall with &
boarding-house adjoining. In this board-
ing-house lived a mighty pretty girl who
was attending a commercial college 1n the
nrext block, where there was also a cour.u?
of telegraphy taught, and 1 guessed Dy
seeing thé books and papers ghe carried
that she was taking that course. You see,
1 was watching her rather closely, for I
was interested from the first time I ever
on the street.
M‘?;hheerwas a stranger in town, and, of
course, there wasn't any chance for my
being introduced te her, and as for flirt-
ing, she showed no more signs of it than
a sister of charity would, though 1 gave
her every opportunity. I found out by &
careful study of windows that her room
{n the boarding-house was next to minerln
the hotel, and that only made me feel
worse—so near and jet so far, you under-
stand. 1 knew she would not be in the
school mueh more than three months, m‘n
as half that time had gone by and I still
had made no progress, I began to grow
desperate, for 1 couldn’t bear the thought
of losing her. You know a romance like
that makes a deal more impression on &
| tharf the real thing.
!e"lg:e Sunday afternoon I wes in my
room and she was in hers, and 1 could
hear ber driving a nail in the wall and &
great thought came (o me sguddenly. The
next minute I had caughl' uphon:s of my
unding its heel on my
:v!:olt. t::td l";m?l?‘l drlsing nails. Not
much. 1 was making a telegraph all. It
wrsn't anything in rticular, only an
‘attention’ call, and after repeating it tin
I was about to give up in despalr, it was
answered from the other si ie. Then 1
telegraphed, 'How do you do?” and that
was answerad, a little bit slow, prrhaps,
but answered all right, and the conversa-
u‘-’-ﬁﬁ: n;‘»:;uet:‘o't the most skilled operator
I had ever taken. but certainiy the mosc
interesting one, and we talked through
the wali till supper time. That evening 1
began aga'n, but she was net at home,

and when 1 got in at midnight I wisely
forebore sen< Inﬁ a ‘good night to her.
Next morning hailed her with g(mq

merning’ and got an apswer, and then !
asked her if 1 couldn’t meet her after
breakfast and walk to school with her,
but she would not have it. You see, vhe
was shy without & brick wail between us.
I was three or four days pleadin with my
shoe heel on that wall before she agreed
to meet me, and by that time 1 had' told
her everyihing, and ske just couldn’t re-
fuse to give me some kind of a show. Al
er my first walk to school with her I was
utterly gone, end though she stayed on
and was graduated in telegraphy, she
never had a chince to practice what she
learned, for before she got a job I had
made her promise (0 mMarry me give
up telegraphy.”

Te Muke Glaes Fruits Properiy.
From the New York Evening Sus,

The first point in making glace frults is
to have everything in readiness before the
candies are really put under waj;. The
ecook should have an olled siab ready on
which to place the fruit when it comes
from it bath in hot sugar. A candy wire
ts another accessory that it is well to
have ready, although two forks may be
| used In its place. The fruit itself should
be prepared and quite dry externaily bre-
fore the sirup is made, so that it can be put
| in when just the right point in cooking has
| been reacned. The point is reached when
| the sirup has bolled to 340 degrees. At the
| moment it reaches that heat the pan con-
taining it should be removed from the fire
and placed in another pan containing cold
water. Grapes may be dipped In after
they have been removed from the bunch.
Leave a short remnant of stem on each
grape and use & pair of pinchers to hold
the Kra, and take It agaln from the
Birup. (y\:nn‘c’ to be treated to a coating
of sugar must be divided into scetions
with the utmost care, so that the skin wili
not sustain even 2 slight break. Beveral
hours must elapse before these scotions
are dry enough to be dipped Into the
sugar. For another thing, the siate of
the atmosphere is important. Dry atmos-
phere is emsential to the successful out-
come of your venture in glace fruit,

French Nougnt,
From the Pittsburg Dispatch.

Be sure the nuts are fresh and provide
a generous supply. You must bave Brasil,
pecans, hickery nuts, and almonds, and
also some walnut meats. Chop them all,
but not fine énough to make them olly.
Sirew them as thick as possibls on a shal-
jew tin pan, that has been well greased
with sweet butier, mix in with the meats
some candied orange and lemon peel and
haif a dozen finely chopped stoned dates.
Boil your sirup. made of two pounds of
Bugar and a cup of water, until a drop
wiil harden In cold water, a tea-

ful of st julce and then
r over the puts; mark inio squares

-'.'u“u«.«umuuuuau-u
from the



